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DEDICATION. 


EXTRAORDINARY. 


MY. LORD, 


Excvuse the liberty which I take of claiming 
your attention to this unfeigned teſtimony of the 
ſentiments which I entertain of your public cha- 
racter as a , and your private virtues as 
an affable and beloved nobleman. | 


I picked up this little bouguet for your Lordſhip 
in a haſty excurſion to the fields of Parnaſſus ; 
and though it may not regale your ſenſes with the 
moſt fragrant and beautiful flowers, and is not of 
ſufficient conſequence to be dignified with the 
judicious ®and elegant title of the SHAMROCk; 
| yet I hope you will find in the humble nettles 
of which it is compoſed, ſomething to engage 
your attention in favour of the author, and to 
touch your feelings to the quick in ſome points 
at leaſt, as intereſting to yourſelf, 


Your Lordſhip may probably be curious to 
know, to whom you are indebted for this fugi- | 
tive memorial of the cordial affection which 
ſubſiſts between you and the people who now 
happily enjoy the numberleſs benefits of your 
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wiſe, conciliatory and patriotic government, in 
the conduct of which not the leaſt of your me- 
Tits has been producing that remarkable change 
in the minds of the people towards you, as it is 
well known their diſlike of you was expreſſed in 
various ſtriking marks of public diſſatis faction on 
your arrival here. 


— 


I wall, in ſome meaſure, fave you the trouble. 


of enquiry, by the mention of a few particulars 


with which it is probable you are not —_ | 


acquainted. 


To convince you that I have ſhrewdneſs enough 
to diſcover what is not very plain to the reſt of 


the world, I refer you for proofs to the irregu- 
lar ode at the end of this little collection, in 
which you will perceive that I am endowed with 
a ſpirit of prophecy, which can ſee as far into a 


ſtate milſtone, as any of my neighbours. 


For my politics, I muſt confeſs myſelf to be of 
the old-faſhioned party, who love Ireland dearly, 
and as cordially hate the country which has op- 


preſſed her for ages, and which conſtantly adds 


inſults to injuries, by reproaching our people with 


that poverty—which 1s the conſequence of their 
_ oppreſſion. 


With this principle glowing in my breaſt, I can 


admire the abilities of a Pitt and a Fox, without 
being in the ſmalleſt degree influenced by their 


plauſible profeſſions of affeQion to this country. 
—] can hear many —— arguments made 


uſe 
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uſe of to prove the claims which England has 
upon the gratitude of this country; yet do not at 
all feel myſelf inclined to adopt the ſentiments 
of my prudent, and probably more enlightened, 
neighbours.—Far from this, all that I have heard 
on the ſubject, has contributed to confirm the 
opinion which I formed from a view of the con- 
duct and relative ſituations of the two countries, 
ever ſince the firſt moment of their political con- 
nection. 


You begin to ſmile, my Lord, as I grow ſe- 
rious—if ſo, you cannot be diſpleaſed with me 
was I in your Lordſhip's ſituation, the man who 
poſſeſſed the wonder-working power of extorting 
a ſmile from me, ſhould not go unrewarded. 


In the courſe of this haſty production, where 
I am inclined to indulge a laugh, it is poſſible, 
by a ſtrange reverſe, that your Lordſhip will 
be troubled with a peeviſh fit ;—nothing more 
natural ;—it is, my Lord, the way of the world, 
to make merry at the expence of others, eſpecially 
if their embarraſſments are brought on by their 
own folly or miſconduct. 


But whether you be inclined to feed on the 
ſpleen in the gloomy receſſes of Kilmainham, or 
I to follow the ſportve propenſities of fancy in 
a mirth-loving moment, is of little conſequence 
in your preſent ſituation ; which, if it will admit 
of any further happineſs 'by' + W from this 
country, I hope you will ſoon experience that 
pleaſure, by a ſpeedy tranſportation to a ſtare 

better 
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better ſuited to the profound and extraordinary 
extent of your abilities. In this prayer, if the 
humility of your nature, and affection for the 
natives of this country, prevent you from joining 
me, I may with truth aver, that it is the univerſal 
wiſh of all ranks of honeſt Iriſnmen. 


* 


. 


Among whom, I have the honour to be, 


| A lover of freedom, 
| 


A friend to the rights of mankind, 


/ en oe . ĩ⅛ðͤ v a at 


i | And your LoRpsHIP's attentive obſerver, 


SCRIBLERIUS M. O'PINDAR. 
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TE Editor of this work, feels not a little 
proud of the diſtinguiſhed honor of uſhering into 
light the following emanations of genius from 
the pen of the celebrated Scriblerius Murtough 
_ O'Pindar—a man, who, take him all in all, we 
ſhall never ſee his like again; and who 1s every 
way worthy of our admiration and eſteem, whe- 
ther we conſider him as lineally deſcended from 
the famous Theban bard, or fi more, as poſ- 
ſeſſing ſuch reſplendent marks of kindred fire.— 
This fire it has ever been his pride and boaſt to 
employ for the public good; and now to reſcue 
our falling ſtate from utter ruin and decay, he 
has endeavoured to reſtore the dignity, which the 
united voice of antiquity beſtowed on Song- 
writing, from the neglect of which, or perverſion 
to baſe purpoſes, he ſays, may very fairly be de- 
duced the decline of religion, morality, patriotiſm, 
virtue, the fine arts, and particularly that learned 
and ſcientific one, which includes the wiſdom 
and marrow of all others, and which the mo- 
dern Iriſh, have ſo happily denominated the art 
of wwig-making—an art, which, a learned and pious 
preacher in one of his ſermons aſſerts, has latterly 
arrived to ſuch a degree of excellence among 
our chief governors, miniſters of war and miniſ- 
ters of peace, taſters of wine and taſters of to- 
bacco, ſecretaries, treaſurers, commiſſioners of 
revenue 


„ K 


revenue and commiſſioners of police (may heaven 


preſerve them all to gratify the wiihes of a hap- 
py people), that many of its profeſſors are enabled 


to ſhew ſpecimens of their Kill, without a /ingle 
| hair upon * b. ock. 


To prove the antiquity of ſong, it is ſufficient 
to mention the names of Sappho, Corinna, Pin- 


dar, and our countryman Carolan, who flouriſhed 


in the early ages of the world, which all tuc- 


ceeding hiſtorians, poets, &c. have juitly termed 


the golden age, by which they mean the age 


or reign of virtue. If it be allowed, as it un- 


doubtedly muſt, that ſong and virtue flouriſhed 
together, as that profound philoſopher Dr. Cat- 
terfelto has elaborately proved in the fourth book 


of his excellent treatiſe on the copulation of kid- 
ney-beans, how much have we not to lament in 

| theſe degenerate days, the neglect not to ſay con- 
were, into which this ſublime art has fallen! l 


The learned Murtough propoſes, in a "TAE 
eſſay, to illuſtrate his ſyſtem by examples, drawn 
from the hiſtories of Moſes, Joſephus, Herodotus, 
Thucidides, Zenophon, Plutarch, Livy, and the 


erudite and elegant Bartle Corcoran, of kings, 
generals, divines, virtuous men and women, whoſe 


various excellencies, that ſkilful antiquarian Sir 
Joſeph Banks, in his admired eſſay on the lunar 
eclipſes, made in a voyage to the North Pole, traces 
up to their eſteem for the myſteries of this noble 
ſcience. 


He intends to give ſpecimens of ſongs adapted 
to every rank and ſituation in life, ſo that a future 
Pitt inſtead of corrupting his heart, with the ſtudy 
of a Machiavel, or bew ildering his underſtanding 


with 
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with the metaphyſical diſquiſitions of a Locke, may 
eaſily learn the taſk of governing by a few ſongs 
judiciouſly compoſed, and eaſily committed to 


How pleaſing for inſtance would it not be, to 


ſee a chief governor on meeting the parliament, 


inſtead of the deceitful ſpeeches uſual upon ſuch 
occaſions, . addreſs them with a ſong to the air of 
Derry Down — in which to heighten the effect, he 
might be accompanied by the ſtate trumpeters, kettle- 
drums and battle axes—this by the way would be an 
excellent ſcheme for a reforming Viceroy to turn ſuch 
uſeleſs trumpery to ſome good account—and in return 
how edifying and grateful would it not prove to the 
natives of Ireland, for the ſpeaker to anſwer with a ſong 
to the air of old Granu-wale, in which the whole. 
aſſembly might join in full chorus—The fox in the 
trap we have caught by the tail. The lawyer inſtead 
of poring over Coke upon Lyttleton, might learn the 
art of defending his clients with the ſame facility. 
The divine by theſe means might entertain hopes of 
working a general reformation of manners — the 
phyſician could work wonders by a due preſcription 


of ſong; as the learned Count Zimmerman fully 


proves 1n his valuable treatiſe on corn-cutting, where- 


in particular mention is made of the green ſickneſs 
and the bite of the tarantula, which infallibly yield 


to that moſt powerful medicine. Here the lovers of 
humanity have to lament that ſo much miſchief ſhould 
be done through ignorance or falſe real, and that the 
ANO-FiSTULATORY operators who have made ſo much 
noiſe of late, and who have taken the field—a mighty 


hoſt! armed with knives, lances, bandages, lints, | 
palaſters, cataplaſms, flummery, ſtirabout, free-ſtone 


and butter-milk, to attack ſo dangerous a diſeaſe, 
ſhould not have tried this ſafe and efficacious remedy ! 
| | We 
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We recommend this to the notice of Meſſrs. Hume, 


Archer, Dillon, Geoghegan, &c. in the 19th or 2oth 
edition of their works. | | 


And now, O Reader! whoever thou art, whether 
courtly or clowniſh, whether mounted on the pinna- 


cle of fame, you baſk in the ſmiles of an affable 
Viceroy, loll in your eafy chariot, and ſleep beneath 


a gilded roof, or doomed to rags, obſcurity and a 
garret, drag on a miſerable exiſtence, rejoice . and be 
merry, that the incomparable works of this thrice re- 


nowned poet are now to bleſs your longing eyes; 


rejoice and be merry that you poſſeſs thoſe inimitable 


and matchleſs poems, which will hand down the au- 


thor's name, high blazoned in the temple of fame, 
to the lateſt poſterity. | 


Rejoice! rejoice! I ſay, and be merry, O reader, 
whoever thou art, that you are now going to feaſt on 
thoſe ſublime ſtrains of poetry that have gladdened 
all hearts, and been ſung by all ranks, from his Ex- 
cellency in the Caſtle, to the ebon-coloured knight 


of the ſoot-bag. Nor do we deſpair of their ſoon 
© engaging the attention of that eminent proficient in 
muſic, that ſkilful mover of the paſſions, Blind 


Charley, whoſe melodious and thrilling notes are fo 
admirably calculated to expreſs the true pathos, and 


to excite every latent ſpark of ſenſibility; that his 


muſic-room is daily and nightly frequented by a 
motley crowd of lords, ladies, biſhops, captains, 
butchers-boys, ſhoe-blacks, ſcavengers, pick-pockets, 


and police-men ; who, like old chaos, forgetful of 
all rank or diſtinction, warmly unite in praiſe of the 


wonders of our blind muſician's enchanting vocal 
wers, which already rival, if they do not ſurpaſs, 
the fabled records of old Orpheus himſelf. 


To || 
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To give the devil his due—melancholy and ſullen 
though he is, we muſt not omit to record it for the 
inſtruction of future governors leſs amiable than 
the preſent, and the encouragement of other bards 
of inferior merit; how much our author has been 
noticed, careſſed, flattered and rewarded, at the 
court of his Excellency the Marquis of Grim- 
baldo. + | 


A frugal ſupper, moiſtened with wholeſome ſmall 
beer, was juſt finiſhed—a pint of humble port, with 
ſober glaſſes were laid on the table—the party was 
ſelect—it conſiſted of the Marquis, L—d D—-n, 
Ma—r H—t, Lord M—n, Lord B—t, Lord M—t- 
m—, Lord H—Ils—h, Sir B—- R—, and Al— 1 
W—n ; grace was juſt ſaid by the State Chaplain, 
and HER Majeſty's HEALTH drank in a BUMPER, 
when an Aid de Camp ran in out of breath, and 
holding ſomething in his hand, cried out, © tis here, 
my Lord”—the governor ſtarted—for his conſcience 
ſmote him, and verily he feared the Commons had 
ſigned his death warrant in petitioning for his re- 
moval—< 1 waited till they were done, my Lord 
The governor groaned out a bitter ſigh to the manes 
of his fallen character “ It already runs like wild-fire 
through the town, my Lord—they have got it in 
the taverns, in the porter-houſes, in the whiſkey- 
ſhops, they have it already in the ſtreets, lanes, . 
bulks and alleys, and Blind Charley himſelf is now 
rehearſing before a very crowded audience in his 
muſic- room, the ſongs of the matchleſs Scriblerius 
Murtough O'Pindar.“ At the name of Murtough 
all the company ſtarted, as if electrified; bat gentle 
or ungentle reader, do not miſtake—their ſenſations 
at that moment were full of expectation of the moſt 
refined and exalted pleaſure—for fame had already 

proclaimed Murtough's wonderful powers in ſong. 
B 8 But 


vr d . 


But ahl —what pen what gooſequil artillery can 
do juſtice to the ſcene that now enſued !——Divine 
ſpirit of immortal Murtough ! deign to illumine me 
with ſome faint ſparks of thy genius, or I ſhall 
ſuccumb under the unequal taſk ! „„ ett ON. 


The firſt ſong that engaged their attention was 
one entitled the HIGH MIN DED Marquis, which, 
at the requeſt of the Marquis, was ſung with great 
taſte and judgment, by A——n W—-n. Mx 


H—-t was ſo faſcinated with the ſublime productions 


of Murtough, and the vocal powers of the A——n, 
that he renounced for ever the beautiful lectures 
on oratory, which he had received from Lord 
M—g—n and Sir B— R—. Lord D—n was fo 
loſt in rapture, that ſeizing Lord B—-t's left hand, 
he bit his thumb moſt unmercifully. Lord B—-t 
roared out with pain, and dropped the white han- 
kerchief which he held in his right hand, and grace- 
fully waved, as a ſign of his delight and ſatisfaction. 
Lord M—m—s beat time with a large ſtick, in 
which was encloſed the remarkable earth-borer his 
Lordſhip carries on his matrimonial expeditions. 
Lord H- bh occaſionally gave the Iriſh cry, 
which had a very happy effect. Lord M—g—n 
and Sir B— R— in extaſy beat the devil's tattoo. 
But what gave great and refined pleaſure, was an 
accompanyment by ſtarts of an exquiſite voice, which 
for ſome time the company were at a loſs to account. 
for, till obſerving the A—m—n frequently ſqueeze 
his arm cloſe to his body, they diſcovered theſe 
delightful notes to come from a ſucking pig he had 
concealed there. | 


Soon as the tuneful Amn had ceaſed, an invo- 
luntary burſt of applauſe broke forth from every per- 
ſon preſent ; nothing was heard on all ſides but ſhout- 


e Mrs xi 
ing, clapping, kicking down chairs, tables, glaſſes, &c. 
The Marquis firſt gave the ſignal, by vociterating, 
Long live the divine Murtough ! May the prince of 
poets live for ever The cry ran from the Marquis 
to Lord Ms; from his Lordſhip to the Aid de 
Camps, to the pages, to the footmen, to the cham- 
| bexmaids, to the cooks, to the ſcullions—the tall 
grenadiers at the gate caught the influenza, they 
communicated it to the -guard-room—St. Patrick's 
hall, the antichambers, drawing-rooms, front and 
back ſtairs, kitchen, pantry and ſcullery—all, all che 
environs of this ſeat of magnificence and the mules, 
rung with acclamations in praiſe of our moſt match- 


leſs bard ! 


Nor muſt we omit to do juſtice to the taſte of 
Lory and Theophilus*, who, to prove their piety 
and zeal in ſupport of tythes and our holy religion, 
were then proſtrated at the feet of the goddeſs, 
pouring forth their vows and offerings in the temple 
of Cloacina; inſtantly in concert they joined the 
grand chorus, and re-echoed back, a pg/teriori, loud 
and repeated vollies of applaule. 


Never ſure was ſo magnificent a feaſt cloſed with 
ſuch a ſoul-moving concert of woeful and detrimen- 
tal muſic, if we conſider the illuſtrious characters 
of the performers, and their Tkill in the various in- 
ſtruments they played on.—In acknowledgment of 
the ſatisfaction received from Murtough's lays, it 
vas determined in council to appoint him forth- 
with Poet Laureat ; and that ſuch a poet ſhould 
have ample juſtice done to his compoſitions, that 
Blind Charley ſhould be made ſtate. muſician. 


= * The proficiency of theſe gentlemen on wind inſtruments, is 
ot to be wondered at, as they had practiſed under that able 
1 rofeſſor the B of Ci. | 
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_ Happy age in which a Murtough wrote and a 
Charley ſung! Doubly happy, moſt potent Marquis, 
to have your deeds recorded in never-dying ſtrains, 
by ſuch a conſtellation of genius ! ! And thrice happy 
poet and muſician, who have found fo munificent a 
patron to diſtinguiſh and reward your tranſcendent 
ments 7! _ N Fr os 


| | * 
From ſuch a union— the poetry of a Murtough 
and the muſic of a Charley—what may not be ex- 
pected ?—Vice and corruption muſt fly far from us, 
and this kingdom once more be deſervedly entitled 
the Iſland of Saint? 2 
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IRISH BOUQUET. 


THE POOR BE-DEVIL'D 
VI C E. 
a PARGMY 


on the favourite Sono of the little Plough-1 
To the ſame Air. 


1. 


TI OUGH now a haughty Viceroy, Pm loaded with 
- diſgrace, 

And on all fides affronted, I ſcarce can ſhow my face; 
Yet once behind a counter, a merchant's clerk was I, 
Till in unlucky hour I laid the buſineſs by; 

For by a ſtroke of fortune a title to me fell, 

And then a noble Earl made, my pride began to ſwell. 

Who then could gueſs I cer would be, ſo wiſe I ſeem'd 
in place, 


A poor EEE Viceroy and loaded with diſgrace. 
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II, 


When once I quitted Ireland, I wiſh I'd ſtaid away; 
Ne day 


was mine, but ev'ry dog, alas! muſt have his 
day. | 
Now funk in a minority, Pitt throws the blame on me, 
And ſays, had I ſome of his arts, it otherwiſe would be. 
Sore gall'd by his reproaches, Pe alſo cauſe to fear, 
Some mark of public hatred will yet o ertaxe me here; 
Yet what to do I know not, ſo doleful is my caſe, 
A poor be-devil'd Viceroy—and loaded with diſgrace. 


III. 


The cenſures of both Houſes I dreaded worſe than all; 
But what if they addreſs the King, and beg for my recall! 
That blow would quite deſtroy me ; yet how to ward it off, 


And fave my irritated pride from many a bitter ſcoff, 


Is more than I can think of; and left without a friend, 
By every party jeer'd at, deteſted and contemn's. 


What ſtep to take I know not, fo doleful is my cafe, 


A poor be- devil d Vicercy-and loaded with diſgrace! 


THE 
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THE HIGH-MINDED 


M ARQU I 8. 
a PARODY 


On the much celebrated Song of the High-mettled 
_ and ſet to the ſame Alt. - | 


I. | 
S EE the ſtreets are all crouded, the Viceroy arrives, 
At his preſence behold poor Hibernia revives l, 
All ages and ranks their exertions employ, 
To welcome him here in a tumult of joy! 
The day is not miſſed, tho' the ſun is gone down, | ; 
While broad blazing tapers illumine the town. 


Too ſoon on his wiſdom the nation preſumes, 
The high-minded Marquis—his ſtation aſſumes. 


II. 


By prejudice placed, tho? without a juſt claim, 
= On the loftieſt height of political fame: 
Bhold him by av'rice, to error miſled, 
= Bctraying the meanneſs in which he was bred. 
Peculators detecting, but ſeizing the pelf, 
Which they ſtole from the nation, to keep it himſelf. 
While boaſting ſtate-ſavings he ſwells on his gains, 
The high-minded _ IRELAND diſdains.- 


111, Now 


uy 


III. 


Now grown quite reſerved with a cold haughty pride, 

His want of true judgment, he labours to hide. 

Or nobles and gentry, and with them all thoſe 
Ws welcomed him over, he ſoon makes his foes. 
Deſervedly cenſured, his ſchemes are diſcloſed, 
When GraTTAN's great queſtion on Tythes he oppoſed; 
Yet ftill a few hacks can be found to excuſe 
The Bigh- minded Marquis's ſiniſter views. 


E 


With conſcious diſgrace, now more haughty he grows, 
And ſtung by the ſpleen to Kilmainham he goes; 
There curſt by the poor, and deſpiſed by the great, 
Dull, plodding and ſad, he bends on to his fate. 

To fetter the Regent he vainly eſſays, | 
While Fitz in the ſenate records his paſt praiſe ; 
How bright was his riſing—how ſhameful his fall ! 
The h:igh-minded Marquis is hated by all. | 


V. 
Till at laſt having ſtruggled thro' thick and thro' thin, 
With fruitleſs endeavours to keep himſelf in; 
Confuſed, ſtruck with terror and ſhame, in the night, 
He ſeeks to eſcape from the Country by flight. 
Detected, ſurrounded, expoſed to the view 
Of the very ſame croud, who his carriage once drew ; 
Hiſs'd, hooted, purſu'd, and depriv'd of command, 
The high-minded Marquis is drove from the land 
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1 
GRATTAN'S WREATH. 
A 4a nt & mW 


ON THE ADMIRED SONG OF 


a 


LET FAME SOUND HER TRUMPET. 
'To the ſame Air. 


| WS | 
Lr vin chufe a Regent; to curb at kis will; 
Let conſcience rebuke him in vain; _ 
The tide of corruption their Senate may fill, 
And placemen may ſmile on their gain. 
The King's civil liſt, let the Queen now fecure, 
And fink it in funds beyond ſea ; 
In England let gold every virtue obſcure, 
And juſtice, that idol obey. 
| X. | 
Let Ireland her freedom with loyalty hold, 
Her commerce and ſoil to improve 
O!] give me her friends, uncorrupted and bold, 
Whoſe virtue no offers can move z 
What's Temple ?—an a—,2 fit pedant for ſchool ; 
A jeſt for the laugh of the town: 
What's Fita? —but a bully; and Lory —a tool; 3 
*. Grattan true glory ſhall:-crown! 


yo. LORY's 


LORY's TRAVELS. 


To the Air of Crouſkeen Laun. 


I. 


| 1 TRAVEL D Dublin round, on earneſt buſineſs bound, 
Through ſtreets, and through many a lane; 


No pleaſure could I find, till certain in my mind, EF 2 
To repreſent the College again. 
u. 
J flatter'd for each vote, but till I turn'd my coat, I 
And acted againſt my grain; | 
All frown'd and turn'd aſide, tho' they knew it was my 80 
pride, 
To repreſent the College again. 
III. Th 
| 
Refſolv'd to ſtick at nought, to gain a fav'rite thought, 1 
That conſtantly gave me ſuch pain Anc 
I put it paſt a doubt, that I could veer about, 1 
To erent the College _ 4 
| 125 . But 
A Miniſter ſo grave, ſaid nothing could me fave, L Li 
From loſing my election, twas plain; 7 


Without I could provide, the Clergy on my 1 
To repreſent the College again. 


cc Says 


nd, 


my 


e Says 


« Says he, you ve nought to do, mind what I ſay to you, 


No reaſon you'll have to complain 
Abuſe the man we hate, with ſcurrilous debate, 


To repreſent the College again.” 


VI. 


«© Now Grattan i is the man, attack him if you can, 
Though all that you ſay he'll diſdain 


With fury at him drive, if with ſucceſs you'd ſtrive, 


To repreſent the College again.” 


VII. 


= « « Our 1 when be attack'd, by numbers 150 was back'd, 


Fer ſince we have all been in pain 
So contradict and frown, and ſtrive to keep him down: 
To * the * n | 


VIII. 


E | The miniſter of peace, thought proper here to ceales 


Then Grattan I reſolv'd to arraign, 
And try my utmoſt might, in conſcience's deſpight, | 
To repreſent the College again. —Y 
1 


* 8 


But Grattan was * lov'd, that my be have ww 
Like many other projects, 1 in vain ; 


J And though I gave the lie, it will be vain to try, 


1 o repreſent the * again. 


{ 20 } 


IRELAND's GLORY. 


To the favourite Iriſh Air, of Shaun Bee. 


0 
L ET Iriſhmen now—no more paſſively bow, 


o o ſchemes of Vice-regal exaction, 
But join'd hand in hand, let our ſenators ſtand, 
To baniſh the proud Engliſh faction;̃ 
By England diſdain'd, we too oft have complain'd, 
And hop'd for redreſs by petition, 
Our rights ſhe denied, and with inſolent pride, 
Inſulted our fall'n condition. | 


II. 


Some proud . peer — ſhe always ſent here, 
The fat of the land to devour, 
Whoſe law was his will, and the drift of his ſkill, 
| To graſp at unlimited power: 
She talk'd of free-trade—with inſidious parade, 
Vet held ours ſtill under ſubjection, 
Our goods with mean doubt, ſrom her ports ſhe ſhut out, | 


Refuſing our fabricks protection. 


III. 


Such ſchemes me „ arts ſhe deſtroy'd, 
Her own manufactures to favour 
Hibernia beheld, from her cities expell'd, 


By thouſands her artiſans, leave her ; | | 
25 : 8 Thus 


1 * 1 


Thus ſold and benyü--be bright genius decay d, 
Or murmur'd in hopeleſs dejection, 

While tuned to deep anguiſh—the harp ſeem d to — 
Lamenting the fatal connection. 


: om 


Each pimp, knave and fool, each unprincipled tool, 

| Whoſe conſcience in ſin was grown callous, 

Each outcaſt of ſtate—and ſcoundrel grown great, 
By actions deſerving the gallows : 

With ſtrumpets of faſhion—who'd once been the paſſion, 
Of lords, dukes and thoſe I'll not mention, | 

When caſt off by vice—for paſs'd ſins had their price, 
And Hibernia was 4 for their penſion. 


V. 


Our hopes now revive - while our ſenator's ſtrive, 

To further a juſt reformation, 
Theſe ſpoilers no more — ſhall arrive on our ſhore, 

With penſions to beggar the nation : 

Or till to do worſe, what has been our great curſe 
| When plunder'd by venal colluſion, 

We parted with treaſure, for jobbers at pleaſure, 
To ſpend it abroad in profuſion. 


VI, | 


No high Engliſh peer, his pride ſhall ſhew here, 
But ſtifle or cloſely reſtrain i it, 
And held in due awe, ſhall ne'er ſeek a law, 
But the voice of the people in ſenate; 
That voice ſhall be heard—reſpeRed and fear'd 
Still burſting in eloquent thunder, 
While Iriſhmen brave, o'er the lands, and the wave 
Strike envy, with terror, and wonder | 


VII. | 
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| VII. 


Then GraTTAN afar, ſhall appear a bright ſtar, 
Oer Europe pre- eminent ſhining, 

The bard in ſweet lays—ſhall record his juſt praiſe, 

His name with fair laurels entwining ; 

In loftieſt pride—ſmiling Freedom beſide, 
Hibernia ſhall brighten in glory, 

Her patriots wiſe, ſhall our liberties prize 

And Fame eternize them in ſtory. 


THE 


edt Lo Ed — —— 


1— 
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THE 


DISAPPOINTMENT; 


O R, 


War Cocxner's Expedition to Shamrock- 


ſhire, in Search of a Place. 


Sceng.—College-Green. 


Ty uz.—The night of the general illumination on ac- 


count of Ireland's happy riddance from the troubleſoms 
government of the Marquis GRIMBALDO. 


O DAMN me! what's all this here light in the dark, 

J look at the bonefires, yet can't ſee a ſpark; 

My eyes are ſo dazzled, this Dublin's ſo bright, 

Pcod they've the ſun in the middle of the night. 
Derry down, down, down, derry down. 


| Tho” naked and poor, I have landed, I think, 


The gulph muſt be bottomleſs quite where I fink; 


When I come to the Caſtle, I'll alter the caſe, 


Of ſome thouſands a year, I'm in a ſearch of a place. 


Derry down, &c. 


III. 


Tve a line to the butler, and two to the cook, 
From the Chancellor's valet, and faith I muſt look 
For ſomething worth ring ſnug ſinecure; 


Your vulgar employments I ne'er could endure. 


Derry down, &c. 
IV. 


C24 ] 


Iv. 
The revenue—yes, there's good picking in that ; 


Or a pleaſant church living would anſwer me pat; 

Can l fail, where ſuch numbers of Cockneys before, 

Their fortunes have made, and are ſtill making more. 
** down, * 


V. 


The gown of a Parſon I'll. over me throw, 
In Dublin I'm ſure an Archbiſhop PII ſhow, 
Whoſe old Engliſh father o'er ſea took a trip, 


To get bread by jee-ho, and the crack of his whip, 
n dec. 


VI. 


Theſe Paddies are ever complaining and poor, 
Trod its no wonder, the reaſon is ſure; 
My countrymen graſp all the wealth of the nation, 
And climb to command in each lucrative ſtation. 


VII. 


| By pimping ſome climb the epiſcopal bench, 
Some riſe at the court by the ſmiles of a wench 
P11 tread in their footſteps as cloſe as I can, 


By doing the needful to pleaſe. the great. man. 
\ © Derry down, &c. 


VIII. 


But perhaps, by good luck, I may head the police, 
And hold a commiſſion the public to fleece; 

My appointment and perquiſites then T'll devote, 

To parchaſs, a borough, and barter my vote. 

=] Derry down, Rc. 


But 


© 


IX. 


But ſtop, I muſt aſk what great houſe * is that there; 
Why, damme, you fe/lur +, what makes you to ſtare; 
Tm come to the Marquis—if that makes you jeer, 

I'll ſoon have a place of lome thouſands a year. 


Derry down, &c. 
X. 


Iriſhman ſpeaks: 


The Marquis you're come to !—faith he's a gone man: 
If you find him, it muſt be by catch and catch can 
Expecting diſgrace, he was in ſuch a fright, 

He thought it the ſafeſt to play leaſt in ſight. 


With my ballynamoney oro, &c. 


XI. 


He was cried through the town, and by bell-men de- 
ſcribed, 

Till we found that a Holyhead captain he bribed, 

For a mighty half crown—as the ſtory i is told, 

To let —_— diſguis'd—ſkulk away in the hold. 


With my ballynamoney oro, &c. 


XII. 


No ſooner we found that he thus got away, 
By expreſs we purſu'd o'er land and o'er ſea, 
To make him a third time reviſit our ſhores, 
With truſty ſhillela to wipe off old ſcores. 
With my ballynamoney oro, &Cc. 


D ' L 
* Looking at the Parliament Houſe. 
| + Speaking to an Iriſhman. | 
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EPISTOLARY, CONGRATULATORY, 
AND 5 


70 his Excellency G— N——T 6, 
3 of Bo—— 


T „while others daily thee addreſs, 
In language warm, as though on thy arrival, 
Britain no more this country ſhould oppreſs, 
And arts ſhould flouriſh, with a ſwift revival. 
Many there are—and wiſe ones too, 2 
Who think thee—(thoughts are ſtrange tranſgrefſors) 
A go-between, 
Or ſtate-machine, 
A draining preſs—a Britiſh ſcrew, 
To /queeze us like thy predeceſſors. 


Some grave ones ſagely hint—that they behold, 
Through mental teleſcopes of rare invention, 
Thee—haſt'ning to reſtore the age of gold, 
From a“ rice free, from fraud and ſharp contention. 
The thought, I'm ſure, muſt make thee ſmile, — 
And time the truth will ſoon diſcover ; 
Whate'er thy ſkill, 
Or fervent will, 
To fix the freedom of this iſle— | 
On different buſineſs thou'rt ſent over. 


| Some 


Written ſhortly after his arrival in Ireland, and publiſhed 
in one of the Dublin papers. | 
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a 
Some propheſy, the ſplendor of thy reign 
Will quite eclipſe the bright meridian ſun 
Juſtice and bankrupt trade thou wilt maintain, 
And years beneath thy ſway ſhall proſp'rous rn; 
So let the Seers, with profit, ſay— 
My faith is not in their direction 
Thy borrow'd light, 
On Erin's night 
(To mock an injur'd people's woe 
With ſlav'ry under freedom's ſhew) 


May ſhed a doubtful, fickly ray, 
A3 s clouds emit the ſun's reflect ion. 


| The nobleſt virtues, too, wholeſale, © are thine; 
Valiant thou art, though neer in battle tried 


Alike thou'rt form'd in councils ſage to ſhine, 
And with thy nod the fate of realms decide. 
Yet pardon me—if I believe 
(What numbers think there's s no denying) 
While g'er the ſeas | 
| They waft thy praiſe, 
Each flatterer's laughing in his ſleeve, 
And begging grace of heav'n for lying. 


Now for a ſimile, my lord—to hit 
Muy ſubject pat—and ſhew you my opinion. 
For ſov'reign bards within the court of wit, 
Will hold even Kings beneath their proud dominion. 


With wealthy Timon's praiſes Athens rung; 
Fame mouth'd his plaudits—bards admiring ſung 
His wiſdom, greatneſs, and his glory 
But when the channels of his wealth ran dry, 
His paraſites fell off—grew wondrous ſhy, 

And join'd with fame za tell a 5 ie 


Grown 


28 ] 
Grown poor the Grecian paſs'd unmark'd along, 
Or noted only for his condemnation; _ 


Twas then, too late, alas! he found the thro 
Had paid their honours to his wealth and fation ! 


A thriving knave he ſaw—a ſlave of late, | 
Who ſeem'd t' have made with him a change of fate; 
Now rais'd the idol of the fickle crowd, 
He faw him follow'd, flatter'd, highly priz'd ; 
While he deſerted was—abuſed—deſpiſed l 
He ſigh'd and curſt ungrateful man aloud. 


Not that I ſeek to intimate from 7his, | 
Thy fortune is like his, a common ſtrumpet : 
Tho! ger'rous thou may ſt be—and great, 
Until thy as, beyond a doubt, create 
Some proof, I hope you'll take it not amiſs, 
If I delay thy matchleſs fame to trumpet. 


With freedom then, to ſpeak more plain, 
Nor let my thoughts in hints be ſcatter'd, 
Was Bar'ngton, fam'd “, 
Our viceroy nam'd, 
His rank wou'd wipe out ev'ry ſtain, 
Like thee he'd be addreſi'd and flatter'd. 


Northington, amidft the hackney ſcribbling tribe, 
Found ſome, like ſpiders, weaving, in a garret, 
Their flimſy brains—who for the potent bribe 
Of welcome beef, and all inſpiring clarer, 
Proved he was ſent by Jove to bleſs our race! 
Gave him a name as fair as heav'n's own face, 
So fair, indeed—that nought—(but truth) could mar it. 


RuTLany!!! 


Barrington, of light-fingered celerity. 
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RUTLAND III—but of the dead I'll little fay— 

If heav'n ſent him — ſo heav'n took him away ! 

They ſay he was too good for our deſerving 3 

One co then I'll leave him to his fate, 

I he was beſt of all—heav'n ſend no worſe, - 
I deem the BEsT vICEROY—too great a curſe, * 4 
And of as mighty ſervice to the ſtate, 


As gulps of moonſhine to a people Joreing. 


Well—Gzorct be prais'd !—in rulers we are e bleſt, 
In virtue each ſhines brighter than the laſt; . 
| Yet by thy glory thoſe who once were beſt 
Are in a ſhade of dim oblivion caft ! 
The theatre, my lord, is ſaid to be 
Of the great world a true epitome ; 
The manager is ſov'reign—he like kings, 
His revenue from ſubject actors wrings, 
Who in his trammels he conſtrains to draw, 
Chooſing for deputies—time ſerving things, 
Who make his arbitrary will their law. 


The ſimile in this, I think unjuſt, 

And ever will prove ſo to us—I truſt, 
While thou art George's deputy.—In thee = 
Thy friends the beſt of men and viceroys ſee. | f 
Critics there are, perhaps - who think I ſneer, 
Though as the noon-day light, my meanings clear. 
Periſh a thought ſo vile — I he loud acclaim 

Of crowds—who, know thee not, reſounds thy fame: 
Not knowing thee—lI think it is moſt plain, 

How juſt —how true—how free from int'reſt mean * 
(Deeming all praiſes for thy worth too weak) 
Unbrib'd, of thee impartially they ſpeak. 

Panegyric of thee enraptur'd ſings, -. 

While Hope's /ight-fingers ſweep the golden ſtrings. 
For me, who know how fickle mortals are, is 
I'm ſatisfied to breathe this fervent pray'r: _ ' 
Leſs ill-timed zeal to ſome, may heav'n diſpenſe, | 
And grant they'll praiſę thee lo ſome five months hence! 


TO 


E81 


To THE 


Right Hon. HENRY GRATTAN, 
THE 
SAVIOUR OF HIS COUNTRY! 


THE 


TRIUMPH OF FREEDOM, 
18 MOST RESPECTFULLY DEDICATED, : 


BY 


SCRIBLERIUS M. O'PINDAR. 


Ys» dreams, by fond affection bred, 
Illuſions dear! ah, whither fled? 
In gayeſt robes of bliſs array'd, 

Ah, why ſo ſoon in ruin laid? 


When firſt the PR illumes the ſkies, 
Unnumber'd mingled glories riſe : 
The brighteſt hues th' Heav'ns adorn, 
To grace the radiant birth of morn. 


But ſoon the ſplendid ſcene is loſt, 
By winds in dark confuſion toſt 
Juſt emblem of the fate of man; 
Twas fo my views in life began. 


6 — 
N 


When free . care, a 4 child, 


Around me ev'ry —— W = 25 | : 1 1 
Maturer grown, an 7 A 
Hope led to promis'd nes of Joy. 


I ̃ ben, heark'ning to dclubive fame, 
My boſom caught the ſacred flame 
And, as the tales of old I read, 3 1 85 
I hail'd with awe the mighty dead. met 


1 caught from Homer's ſacred page 
A parent's grief—a hero's rage ; 

With varied force the ſtrong control | 
Of lab ring paſſions ſhook my ſoul. 


As wintry torrents wildly ſweep 
Impetuous down the rocky ſteep, 
Sublimely rapt, the poet's ſong 
With force reſiſtleſs rolls along. 


T heard the clang of arms afar ; £7 
Or mingled in the ſhout of war: BE 
Each change of fate my breaſt aſſail d, 
And ſmiles and tears by turns prevail'd. 


Twas preſent all ! as fancy drew, 


The battle ruſh'd upon my view, | . 

I ſeem'd the ſanguine field to tread, fo 

Around they conquer'd, fought and bled. Mi 
My boſom beat with wild alarms : 4 

I ſtarted fierce, and call'd to arms | oY 3 

On fire to ſtrike th* avenging blow; 1 


And cruſh my country's ruthleſs foe. 


I ſaw the wrath of Erin riſe— 
Her banners float along the ſkies— 

Her ſpoilers ſlain, her fetters ſpurn'd, 

And all her martial wu return d. 


Like lightning ſwiſt, from man to man, 
Through all, the generous ardor ran; 
Indignant ruſh'd the dauntleſs band, 

To ſnatch from chains their native land. 


n 


* 
Wenn * 


The heroes flew in time to ſave Os 
Expiring freedom from the grave; 
+ Who, when the fated time had run, 
Repaid them with her darling ſon a 
High Independence who reſtor'd 
The nation's rights, ſo long deplord; 
g Whoſe voice divine, and cheering ſmile, 
FO Arous'd the Genius of the iſle. 


No more the harp, attun'd to woe, 
In wailing notes was heard to flow: 
x The bard, of Erin's glory ſung, 2 
. The hills with ſhouts of triumph rung ! 


